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Author's Notes: 

Hey guys, I'm back again, with another Pantera story! | know that the next chapter of "Tornado" is loooong 
overdue, but as y'all mostly know, I've been having a lot of trouble with it for the past couple months. Don't 
worry, lm not gonna give up on it, but right now, I'm just not really inspired to work on it. So | figured I'd work 
on other things as | try to get rid of this damn writer's block that happens to everyore. | really like writing 
about these two, and my last story about them was pretty well received, so | guess I'll do it again. :) 


So this story was inspired by a friend that told me about her southern accent coming out when she gets mad. 
She doesn't have any accent in a regular situation, but she said that the twang really appears when she's 


yelling at someone, so of course | had to write a story involving something like that, heh. 


As always, thank you for all the reads and reviews on all my other stories-it really means a lot. :) And as 
usual, | don't own any of the people/bands/music mentioned, only the plot/story. :3 


Hope you enjoy :) 


1188 
There weren't many things Phil didn't know about Darrell. 


The singer and guitar player, often called "the kids" by Rex, had quickly become the best of friends over the 
past months of Phil being in the band. It was funny, really. When Phil had first joined Pantera, he'd thought 
Darrell was just some kid with crazy hair and amazing guitar skills. Now that he'd been in the band for almost 


a year, he'd realized that the older boy was so much more than just that. 


When Phil had first met Darrell, he'd never expected to land a position in the band so quickly. He certainly 
wasn't the best vocalist around, and he was barely nineteen when he'd first met the guys. Somehow, when he'd 
auditioned, the three members had taken an immediate liking to his energetic, heavy metal style vocals, and 


had swept him up right away. 


Over the past year, Phil and Darrell had grown close, their mutual love of heavy metal being one of the main 


things that had brought them together in the first place, and were basically like brothers by now. 


Phil knew almost everything there was to know about the older boy. The way his bright green eyes would light 
up when he was talking about Metallica The way he would always brush a stray curl out of his eyes. The way 
he would say certain things with that soft southern drawl of his. 


There was one thing, however, that Phil hadn't known about Darrell before the older boy had stormed through 


the front door of the house, an enraged glare contorting his normally calm features. 


"Ah am gettin’ real sick of all ‘dese dang city boys!" Darrell yelled as he stomped inside. Phil, who had been 
sitting on the couch and watching some movie, was taken aback by both the guitarist's tone of voice, and just 
how southern he'd sounded when he'd shouted the words. 


Though rage was basically the main theme of the band, Darrell wasn't really an angry guy. He was pretty calm 
most of the time, usually hiding a grin behind his mess of dark curls when he was shredding one of his epic 
guitar solos. 


And the accent.it sounded like the stereotypical twang that people would imitate when they were making fun of 
people from the south. Phil had never heard Darrell speak in such a way; even though the older boy's accent 


was heavier than the singer's, it was, for the most part, not really that noticeable. 


"What are you so riled up about?" Phil asked as he turned off the TV, watching Darrell storm around the 


room, interested. Something or someone must have really set him off to get him this way. 


"Well, Ah was out in th' town," Darrell began, his voice getting progressively more southern sounding as he 
ranted. "And ‘dese fuckin’ city boys were trash talkin! Metallica! So Ah stepped in, and ‘dey didn't even know 
who Ah was! ‘Dey just said Ah was some redneck who didn't know what he was talkin’ about, and ‘den went 


back ta talkin’ about ‘dem fuckin’ hair bands! Fuckin’ city boys don't know a damn thang about metal.” 


Phil snickered, hiding a grin behind his hand as he listened to the guitar player continue to rant. He just 
sounded so stereotypically southern. "Man, those are the worst kinds ‘a people." he put in. 


"Yer tellin’ mel" Darrell said, still storming around the room as Phil watched the display with amusement. "So 
Ah asked ‘dem if ‘dey knew Pantera, and ‘uh ‘course ‘dey didn't, and ‘den went on ta talk about all ‘dose fuckin’ 
generic big hair bands! ‘Dey all sound th' same!" 

Phil slapped a hand over his mouth to keep from laughing as Darrell dramatically paced around the room, 
running his hands through his dark, fluffy curls. "Wow." Phil put in, not knowing what else to say to Darrell's 
story. This was too funny; he had to keep this going. 


"Purdy soon, ah'm gon’ have ta stop lettin’ people talk ta me ‘dat way!" Darrell continued, crossing his arms 


over his chest. Phil snickered again, burying his face in his hands as he attempted to contain his laughter. 
Darrell turned back to him with a glare. "What are ya laughin’ about na-ow, Phi-yul?!" 

That did it. Not caring about the reaction it may cause, Phil burst out laughing, no longer attempting to hide it. 
The way that the guitarist had said the last two words with that heavy, over-the-top southern accent was 


just the final straw. 


"Ya have no idea how southern ya sound right ‘na-ow'." Phil told him, snickering at the emphasis on the last 


word. "| don't know if ya noticed, but you've been gettin’ more southern the more ya ranted” 


Darrell smirked, snickering as his pale cheeks went slightly red, and he averted his eyes to the floor. "Heh, | 
guess | still do that then." he mused. 


"Ya mean the southern accent always comes out more when ya get mad?" Phil asked, and Darrell nodded. 
"Vinnie's the same way." Darrell explained. "When one of us gets mad, ya can really hear that southern twang. 
It gets real heavy when we're yelli at someone or each other. Most of the time, neither of us even know 
we're doin’ it, so we can go on like that for hours. Sometimes ya can't even understand what we're sayin’, heh." 
"ls that some kinda Texas thing?" Phil asked, and Darrell smirked. 


"It might be." the guitarist put in. 


"| tell ya what, even though those ‘dang city boys’ sounded really annoying," Phil began, snickering. "That was 
probably the funniest thing I've seen all day." 


Darrell snickered. "| guess them dang city boys can be good for somethin’ then” 


